
.have been so successful all these years
that you have grown overconfident. 1

tell you that there U a desperately
'

shrewd man Bomewhere back of all

this. Mark me, I do not believe Har-

greave 1b dead. He is In hiding. It
may be near by. He may have dropped
from the balloon before It left land
The man they picked up may be Orts,
the aeronaut The five thousand might
have been his fee for rescuing Har-

greave. Here is the greatest thing

we've ever beea up against; and you

start in with every day methods'."
"Little woman, don't let your tongue

run away with you too far."
"I'm not the least bit afraid of you,

Leo. You need me, and It has never
been more apparent than at this

"All right. I fell by the waysiue
trin Truthfully realized Ave knew regarding his master's past wireless; but has saved his

minutes after the men were gone. The
only clever thing I did was to keep
the mask on my face. They can't
come back at me. But the thing looked

so easy; and it would have worked
but for Norton's appearance."

"You all but compromised me. That
butler worries me a little." Her ex-

pression lost its anger and grew

thoughtful. "He's always about, some-

where. Do you think Hargreave took

him into his confidence?
"Can't tell. He's been watched

straight for 40 hours. He hasn't
mailed a letter or telephoned to any

place but the grocery. There have
been no telegrams. Some one In that
house knows where the money Is, and

it's ten to one that It will be the girl."

"She lookes enough like Katrina to

be her ghost"
Braine went over to the window

and etared up at the stars.
"You have made a good impression

on the girl?" with his back still to-

ward her.
"I had her in my arms."
"Olga, my hat Is off to you," turn-

ing, now that his face was again In

repose. "Your very frankness regard-

ing your relationship will pull the
wool over their eyes. Of course
they'll make inquiries and they'll find

out that you haven't lied. It's perfect.
Not even that newspaper weasel will

see anything wrong. Toward you

they will eventually eaee up and you

can act without their even dreaming
your part In the business. We must
not be seen In public any more. This
butler may know where I stand even
'though he cannot prove It Now, I'm
'going to tell you something. Perhaps
you've long since guessed it Katrina
was mine till Hargreave never mind
what his name was then till Har-

greave came into the fold. So sure
of her was I that I used her as a lure
to bring him to us. She fell In love
with him, but too late to warn him.

had the satisfaction of seeing him cast
iher aeide, curse her, and leave her. In
'one thing she fooled ns all. I never
knew of the child till you told me.

He paused to light a cigarette.
"Hargreave was madly in love with

her. He cursed her, but came back
to the house to forgive her, to find
that she had been seized by the secret
police and entombed in the fortress.
had my revenge. It was who sent In

the information, practically bogus. But
In Russia they never question; they
act and forget. So he had a daugh-

ter!"
He began pacing the floor, his hands

behind his back; and the woman
watched him, oscillating between love
and fear. He came to a halt abruptly
and looked down at her.

"Don't worry. You have no rival.
I'll leave the daughter to your tender
mercies."

'The butler," she said, "has full pow-

ers of attorney to act for Hargreave
while absent, up to the day the girl
becomes of legal age."

"I'll keep an eye on our friend Jones.
From now on, day and night, there will
be a cat at the knothole, and 'ware
mouse! Could you make up anything
like this girl?" suddenly.

"A fair likeness."
"Do It Go to the ship which picked

up the man at sea and quiz the cap-

tain. Either the aviator or Hargreave
alive. It Is lmportunt to learn which

at once. Be very careful; play the
game only as you know how to play It.
And If Hargreave ie alive, we win. To-

morrow morning, early. Tears of an-

guish, and all that. Sailors are easy
when a woman weeps. No color, re-

member; Just the yellow wig and the
salient features. Now,

"Aren't you going to kiss me, Leo?"
He caught her hands. "There Is a

species of Delilah about you, Olga. A
kiss tonight from your Hps would snip
my locks; and I need a clear head.
Whether we fall or win, when tlilw
game is played you Bhall be my wife."
He klsBed the bands and strode out
Into the hall.

The woman gazed down at her Fniall
white hands and smiled tenderly. (The
tigress has ber tender momenta!) He
meant It!

She went Into her dressing room and
for cn hour or more worked over her
face and hair, till she was certain that
If the captain of the ship described her
to anyone clue he could not fall to give
a fair description of Florence Har-
greave.

But Norton reached the captain first.
.Other reporters had besieged him, but
they bad succeeded in gathering the
vaguest kind of Information. They had
no description of Hargreave, while
Norton had. Before going down to the
boat, however, he had delved Into tho
past of the Princess Olga Perlgoff. It
cost him a pocketful of money, but the
end Justified the means. The princess
had no past worth mentioning. By
piecing this and that together he e

ensured that she bad told the
simple truth regarding the relationship
to Florence's mother. caMegram
had given him all the facts in her his-

tory thw were no gays or diBcrep- -

:ic--- it : '.I .tear mid tnnk. Trust
; 1 us: i; n secret rvnt to know what
le was miking rboul.

So Nci'.cn's suspicions and he had
entertained some-we- re completely
lulled to sleep. And he wouldn't have
doubted her at all except for the fact
that Braine had been with her when
he had introduced Hargreave. Har-
greave had feared Braine; that much
the reporter had elicited from the but-

ler. Cut there wasn't the slightest
evidence. Braine had been in New
York for nearly six years. The princess
had arrived in the city but a year gone.
And Braine was a member of several
fashionable clubs, never touched cards,
and seldom drank. He was an expert
chefs player and a wonderful amateur
bllliardist. Perhaps Jones, the taciturn
and inscrutable, had not told him all

I It with that

I
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Well, well; he had In his time un
tangled worse snarls. The office had
turned him loose, a free lance, to
handle the case as he saw fit, to turn
In the story when It was complete.

But what a story it was going to be
when he cleared it up! The more mys-

tifying it was, the greater the sest and
sport for him. Norton was like a

L .A f

i m i
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"I Am Not Afraid of You, Leo."

gambler who played for big stakes,
and only big stakes stirred his crav-

ings.
The captain of the tramp steamer

Orient told him the same tale he bad
told the other reporters; he had picked
up a man at sea. The nu'n had been
brought aboard totally exhausted.

"Was there another body any
where?"

"No."
"What became of bim?"
"I sent a wireless and that seemed

to bother him. It looked so that he did
not want anybody to learn that had
been rescued. The moment the boat
touched the pier he lost himself ln the
crowd. Fifty reporters came aboard,
but he was gone. And I could but tell
them jubt what I'm telling you."

"He had money."
"About five thousand."
"Please describe him."
The captain did so. It w as the same

description he had given to all the re-

porters. Norton looked over the rail
at the big warehouse.

"Was it an ordinary balloon?"
"There you've got me. My Marconi

man says, the balloon part was like
any other balloon; but the passenger
car was a new buslnees to him. It
could be driven against the wind."

"Driven against the wind. Did you
tell this to the other chaps?"

"Don't think I did. Just remem-
bered it Probably some new inven-

tion; and now It's at the bottom of the
sea. Two men, as 1 understand It,
went off In this contraption. One Is
gone for good."

"For good," echoed the reporter
gravely. Gone for good, Indeed, poor
devil! Norton t.iok out a roll of bills.
"There's two 'iiuiulred in tills roll."

"Y'cV" in.il the captain, vastly
d.

"It's yours if you will do me a
small favor."

"It it pet me m'.xed up with
tho polio. 1 in only captain of a

and n :.ie of the haxbor
have taken a rt.slike to me. What do
you want me to do?"

"The will not bother you. This
man Hargreave had some enemies;
they want eit.!u r his life or hla money;
wa be both. It is a peculiar case, with
Kiissia in thn'b;ckt;rouiid. He might
have laid the whole business before
tlie police, but he chose to fight It out

any good."
"1 'ivi her over; what do you want

me to do for that handsome roll of
nullify ?"

"If any man or who is not a
reporter conhiK to pump you tell
tl.'i man uhliore with a packet un-

der his arm."
a Kni t In

"Sny t'v mrr 'vns gray haired,
cliliti slvivei, f'.rntplit. with Bear
hlph t!;i i h s ' i: M

en d up by hit' I r.

"That's bnltfli.d ii, my Go
on.

"Bay thut jou ubw him enter yonder
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generally

warehouse, ana litter ucpan wuuoui
his packet."

as dropping my mudhook."
"That's all." Norton gave the cap-

tain the "Good-b- and
thanks."

- "Don't mention it."
Norton left the slip and proceeded to

the office of the warehouse. He ap-

proached the manager's desk.
"Hello, Grannis, old top!"
The man looked up from his work

surlily. Then his face brightened.
"Norton? What's brought you here?

0, yes: that balloon business. Sit
down."

doesn't

trump; police

police

"Easy

money.

"What kind of a man Is the captain
of that old hooker in the slip?"

"Shifty In gun running, but other
wise as square as a die. Looks funny
to see an old tub like that fixed up

thin he

he

he

neck a dozen times when he &a run
ning It into a noose. Not going to in
tervlew me, are you?"

"No. I'm going to ask you to do me
a llttie favor."

"They always say that But spin
her out. If It doesn't cost me my Job,
It's yours."

"Well, there will be a person mak
ing Inquiries about the mysterious
aeronaut All I want you to Bay is
that he left a packet with you, that
you've put it in that safe till he calls
to claim It.1

Grannis nibbled the end of hie pen
"Suppose some one should come and
demand that I open the safe de
liver?1

"All you've got to do Is to tell them
to show the receipt signed by you,

The warehouse manager laughed
"Got a lot of sense ln that ivory dome
of yours. All right But if anything
happens you've got to come around
and back me up. What's It about?"

"That I dare not tell This
much, I'm laying a trap I want
some one I don't know to fall Into it."

"On your way, James. But if you
don't eend me some prize fight tickets
next week for this, I'll never do you
another favor."

In reply Norton took from his pocket
two bits of pasteboard and laid them
on the desk. "I knew you'd be want-

ing something like this."
"Ringside!" cried Grannis. "You re-

porters are lucky devils!"
"I'd go myself if there was any

earthly chance of a real scrap. You
make me laugh, Gran. You're always
going, always hoping the next one will
be a real one. But It's all bunk. The
pugs are the biggest fakers on top the
sod. They've got us newspaper men
done to a frazzle."

"I guess you're right Well, count
on me regarding that mysterious
bundle ln the safe."

"At three o'clock this afternoon I

want you to me up. If no one has
called, why the game is up. 'But if
some one does come around and make
inquiries, don't fall to let me know

"I'll be here till five. I'd better call
you up then."

Then Norton returned home and
Idled about till afternoon. He went
over to Rlverdale. Five times he
walked up down the front of the
Hargreave place, finally plucked up
his courage and walked to the door.
After all, he was a lucky mortal. He

bad a good excuse to visit this house
every day in the week. And there was
something tantalizing ln the risk he
took. Besides, he wanted to prove to

himself whether it was a passing fancy
or something deeper. That's the way

with humans; we never see a sign
"Fresh Paint" that we don't have to
prove It

He chatted with Florence for a
while and found that for all she might
be guileless to the world, she was a
good linguist, a fine musician, and
talked with remarkable keenness
about books and arts. But unless he
roused her, the sadness of her position
always lay written in her face. It was
not difficult for hlra to conjure up her
dreams In comlng'to the city and the
blow which, like a bolt of lightning
from a clear sky, had shattered them
ruthlessly.

"You must come every day and tell
me how you have progressed," she
said.

"I'll obey that order gladly, when
ever I can possibly do It My visits
will always be short."

"That is not necessary."
"No," said Norton in his heart, "but

it Is wise."
Always he found Jones waiting for

him at the door, always ln the shadow
"Well?" the butler whispered
"I have laid a neat trap. Whether

this balloon was the one that left the
top of this house I don't know. But If
there were two men in it, one of them
lies at the bottom of the eea."

"And the man found?" The butler's
voice was tense

"It was not Hargreave. I met Orts
but once, and as he wore a beard then,
the captain's description did not tally
with your recollection."

"Thank God! But what Is this trap?
"I propose to out by It who Is

back of all this, who Hargreave's real
enemies are."

Norton returned to his rooms, there
to await the call from Grannis. He

hinihi If. And to Ull tho truth, I don't was sorry, but if Jones would not take
believe the police would have done, him Into his fullest confidence, ht

woman
them

vent

"Tie that."
thnt

a

lad.

many

and

you.
and

call

and

find

must hold himself to blame for tmy
blunder he (Norton) made. Of course,
he could readily understand Jones'
angle of vision. He knew nothing of
the general run of reporters; ho had
henrd of them by rumor and distrusted
them. He was not aware of the fact
that the averape reporter carries more
secrets in his head than a prime min-

ister. It was, then, up to him to set
about to allay this distrust and gain
the man's complete confidence.

Meunwhllo thrt same morning a
pretty y(,v.i:s woman boarded the
Orient and asked to be led to the cap-

tain. Her eyes were red; b1iq had

evidently been weeping. When tne fog him all the time. More una . " T.aatZma ' tntn one of
captain, susceptible like all sailors. HaVgreave and the meddling reporter Ji.
saw her his promises to Norton toot were ln collusion. la the flan, o clubs ,or a fb JJ"J- -

i lUhta at the end or tne guu-pm- j -
wings. u Pn(,vort his cue and

This is Captain Hagan?" she asked, tad caught the profile or me reyu."- - r "7. ,
balling the handkerchief she held In H was a dangerous man. whe , must so go

her hand. be watched with tne utmost . . -
morrto, thnt An.

"Yes, miss. What can I do for you?" He. Braine. had been lured to com- - v..
rarest a d Perlgoff! He had left her a

He pui his hnd embarrassed!? into mlt an overt act and by the

his pockets-a- nd felt the crisp bills, good luck A7:... u iAiiih ha wnitia I sAflnm than & nolo cum uu ""B"- - -
riu iur inttL uia5n, - uiui q11 her nun
have forgotten.hls lines. He --squared Pt the "Olga, Hargreave is alive.
Dis snouiaers. nm - . . . . , Bnt71(hn, u.

have every assurance that the pler, listening, sending aara-sccu.- -

man you pickediup atea is,my father. tomed glance hither ana
,B h''

i

k

-- - - "I - -
TeU me t e eas was grow ng. Florence Hargneave. ekf the bales Voled TsT Did he' take that mil- -

In and out amongeverything." paler.
The captain's, very blundering de-- 0f WOol, bags of coffee and lemon

ceived her. "Aaid then he hustled crates he slowly and cautiously

down the Kane-dan- k and .headed tor wormed his way. A watchman pa--

that warehouse. He had a package trolled the office side of the ware- -

which he was as tender of as If it house, and Braine found It possible

bad been dynamite." to creep around the other way, thence
"Thank vou!" lmmitaively. into the street After that ne straigni-
"A man has to do his duty, miss. A ened up, sought a second-han- d shop

sailor's always glad to rescue a man purchased a soft hat, which be

at sea," awkwardly.
When she finally down the w had half a dozen rooms which

ennirnlank the alxh tha c&Ttaln heaved n always keDt ln readiness for sucn

was almost as loud as the exhaust
from the donkey engines which were
working out the crates of lemons from

the hold.
"Maybe she Is Ms daughter; but

two hundred Is two 'hundred, and I'm
a poor sailor man."

Then Grannis came ln for his
troubles. What was a chap to do
when a pretty girl appealed to him?

"I am sorry, miss, but I can't give
you that package. I gave the man a
receipt and till It Is presented to me

the package remain yonder anj the first person he noticed was
safe. You understand enough about
the business to realize that I did

not solicit theijob. It was thrust upon
me. I'd give a hundred dollars If the
blame thing was out of 'my safe. You
say It Is your fortune That hasn't
been proved. It may be gunpowder,
dynamite. I'm sorry, but you will

have to find your father and bring the
receipt."

The young woman, left the ware
house, dabbing her eyes with the
eodden handkerchief.

"I wonder," mused Grannis, as he
watched her from the window, "I won-

der what the deuce that chap Nor-- ,

ton Is up to. The girl might have
been the man's daughter. . . . Good
Lord, what an ass I am! There
wasn't any man!" And so be reached
over for the telephone.

Immediately upon receipt of the
message the reporter Bet his machin
ery motion. Some time before
dawn he would know who the

was. He questioned Gran
nis thoroughly, and Grannis" descrip
tion tallied amazingly with that of
Florence Hargreave. But a call over
the wire proved to him conclusively
that Florence bad not been out of
the house that morning.

On the morrow the newspapers had
scare-head- s about an attempt to rob
the Duffy warehouse. It appeared
that the police had been tipped be-

forehand and were on the grounds ln
time to gather ln several notorious
gunmen, who, under pressure of the
third degree, vowed that they had
been hired and paid by a man In a
mask and had not the slightest idea
what he wanted thera to raid. Noth
ing further could be gotten out of
the gunmen. That they were lying
the police had no doubt, but they
were up against a stout wall and all

v --V' I

gained

The Flat the Top Floor.
Braine from his uncomfort

able place. His clothes were
soiled and damp, his hat gone. Bv
a hair's breadth had escaped the
clever trap laid for him. Hargreave
was he bad escaped; Braine was

certain of as he was of
his breathing. Ke now
how to account for the light
In the upper story of the

enemy nad been a.tcb

nulled down over his eyes.
went

adventures as this. He rented inem
furnished In small hotels which never
asked questions of their patrons. To

one of these he went as fast as his
weary legs could carry him. He al
ways carried the key. Once In his
room he donned fresh wearing l.

linen, shoes, and shaved. Then
he proceeded downstairs, the second
hand hat shading his eyes and the
upper part of his face.

At half past twelve Norton entered
the Knickerbocker t.

must in

in

Braine, reading the morning's paper,
propped up against the water carafe
Evidently he had Just ordered, for
there nothing on his plate. Nor
ton walked over and laid his hand
UDon Bralne's shoulder. The man
looked up with mild curiosity.

"Why, Norton, sit down, sit down!

Have you had lunch? No? Join me.

"Thanks. Came In for my break
fast," said Norton, drawing out the
chair. Braine was sitting with his
back to the wall on the lounge-sea- t.

"I wonder If newspaper men
ever eat a real, enough break
fast. I should think the hours yoi:

lead would kill you off. Anything
new on the Hargreave story?"

"I'm not handling that," the reporter
lied cheerfully. "Didn't want to. 1

knew him rather Intimately. I've a

horror of dead people, and don't want
to be called upon to Identify the body
when they find It'

"Then you think they will it?"
"I don't know. It's a strange mixup

I'm not on the story, mind you; but
I was In the locality of Duffy's ware--

bouse late last night and fell Into a
rumpus."
I read about that Wbat

they after?"
You ve got me there. No one

teems to know. Some cock and bull
story about there being something
valuable. There was.1

"What was It? The report ln this
japer does not Bay."

"Ten thousand bags of coffee,"
Braine lay back ln his chair and

laughed.
"If you want my opinion," said

Norton, "I believe the gunmen were
out to shoot up another gang, and
the police got wind of it,"

"Don't you think It about time the
police called a halt ln this gunman
matter?1

"Oh, so long as they pot each other
the police look the other way. It
saves a long trial and passage up the
river. Besides, whenever they are

eome big politician manages
to open the door for them. Great Is
the American voter."

Take Mr. Norton's order. Luigl "
said Braine,

"A German pancake, buttered toast
and cofTee," ordered the reporter.

"Man, eat something!"
"It's enough for me."
"And you'll go all the of the

day on tobacco. I know something of
you chaps. I don t see how you man
age to do it"

"Food Is the least of our troubles,
way. vou mis.. (va i,oii 0

Nothing for unless off whole
you've got a new book coming."

"Fire away."
"What do you know about

Princess Perigoff?"
the

Let me see. H'm. Met her first
bo

stone
an. see quite lot of her. Why?"

rveu, Biie claims to be sort of
aunt to Hargreave's daughter"

"She said something to me about
that the other night You nevr
know where at ln this world, do
you

The Oerman pancake, the toast the
"You Must Come Every Day and Tell coffe disappeared, and the reporter

Ms How You Have Proaresssd." passea nis cigars.
Mm.ine president visits town today

vuuiu nvm uum mo nion ior ana on to watch the show sun.

r TOl- - mother
uio tiunui pmuuiug naa gained on door let know and

Busoiuieiy notning. But in ne your press agent."
wait; had something bargain."
bitter enmity of des- - "Thanks th "vrotf.,
novo man tin,)l"J""a "u" lorcea Braine n1rVrf

CHAPTER uTn. J":". ".n0 man
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crawled

hiding

alive,
as this fact

knew

Ills

true

find
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"Yes,

were

nibbed

rest

you're

uuij yieieauca read, The

uu noi me least
saw the newspaper

story. Still, tn some manner he
might stumble upon the truth, and
It would be Just as well to the
reporter's hands effectually.

The rancor of morning had
subdued; anger and tem-

per never paid ln the long run, no
appreciated this fact better

Braine. put Norton out the
way temporarily was only wise pre-
caution; was not matter of spite
WJ

ti. niM ttia reritnmne ten ma r.

nRiA

He was

lion or did he hide it? There is one
thing left to get that girl. mat
ter where Hargreave is hidden, the

that she Is in
will bring him out into the open."

"No more blind alleys."
"What's on your mind?"

has never seen her father. She

confessed to me that she has not even
seen photograph of him."

There was pause.
"Do you understand she asked.

By the Harry, do! You've

head on you worm iwo mine.
The very simplicity of the Idea will

,f5TV

Wllen

only

been

than

"She

long
me?"

Lord

f (In

'it1

to Rob the Duffy Warehouse.

win out for us. Some one to pose as
her father; message handed to her
ln secret; dire misfortune If she whis
pers word to anyone; that her fa-

ther's life hangs upon the secrecy;
she must confide ln no one, least
all Jones, the butler. It all depends
upon how the letter gets to her. Bred
ln the country, she probably sleeps
with her window open. A pebble at-

tached to note, tossed Into the win-

dow. trust this to no one;
it myself. With the girl ln our

control the rest will be easy. If she
really does not know where the money
Is Hargreave will tell us. Great head,
little woman, great head. She does
not know her father's handwriting?"

"She has never Been scrap of it.
All that Miss Farlow ever received
was money. Tho original note left on
the doorstep with Florence has been
lost. Trust me to make all these

'Tomorrow night, then, immedi
ately after dinner, taxlcab will
await her Just around the comer.
Grange Is the best man I can think

He's an artist when It comes to
playing the parts."

"Not too old, remember. Har
greave Isn't over forty-five.- "

"Another good point. I'm going to
stretch out here on the divan and
snooze for while. Had devil of

time last night."
'"When shall wake you?"
"At six. We'll have an early dinner

sent I want to keep out every-
body's way. By-by!- "

less than three minutes he was
sound asleep. The woman gazed down
at him ln wonder and envy. If only
she could drop to sleep like that. Very
softly she pressed her lips to his hair.

At eleven o'clock the fallowing;
By the may I ask fnw ni.K uv,t v, u.
Hons? . . I . ...pnui, nouse was turned and the
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interior became dark. A shadow
crept through the lilac bushes with-
out any more sound that cat would
have made. Florence's window was
open, as the had ex- -

,uuul a reception given pected it would be.
i aoiun,,,. A yBry attractive worn- - string and

i a
a

r--

. .

uw iu i m I

"That's
for

early
quick

rmirUal,

my hands

I'll

old-ma-

With small
sling he sent

the whirling skillfully through
the air. Balled Into the girl's room.
The man below no sound of the
stone hitting anything and concluded
that It had struck the bed.

He waited patiently. Presently
wavering light could be distinguished
over the sill of the window. The girl
was awake and had lit the candle.
This knowledge was sufficient for his
need. The tragic would do the
rest, that Is, If the girl came fromtne emnd lurv. rn v.... . .. i

as

It

M7n ' . .... .k! ''ir,ew but the same pattern as her father and
1 you, ,
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strong willed and adventu
rous.

He tiptoed back to the lilacs, when
a noise sent him close ia the ground.
Half a dozen feet away he saw a
shadow creeping along toward the '

front door. Presently the shadow',
stood up as If listening. He stooped
again and ran lightly to the steps, up

these to the door, which he hugged.
Who was this? wondered Braine.

Patiently he waited, arranging his pos-

ture so that he could keep a lookout
at the door. By and by the door
opened cautiously. A man hohllnK
a candle appeared. Braine Ttguely
recopiilzed Olga's description of the
hutler. The man on the veranda sud-

denly blew out the light.
Braine could hear the low murmur

of volcrt, but nothing more. The con-

versation lusted scarcely a mlnu'.
The door closed an J the ni


